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memorials of children and females his success was 
pre-eminent, and when he told the spectator of the 
death of the head of a family by a wreath of lilies, 
in which the principal flower was broken from the 
circle, he did as much as any poetic metaphor has 
ever accomplished; the fading form of the flower to 
signify the consumptive, and the drooping for the 
sorrowful, were all touches of that deep, affectionate, 
and sympathizing spirit with which he was so sensibly 
imbued. * * He was always desirous to give 
expression to his busts, even beyond accuracyof 
feature ; and this feeling often induced him to invite 
his sitters to breakfast, that he might observe their 
habitual appearance. In many instances he changed 
an over-serious expression to one of cheerfulness, by 
observing his sitters when telling a story, or elated by 
conversation. Sir Robert Peel's portrait was one in 
which a great change was made, after the Right 
Honorable Baronet had told the sculptor an amusing 
anecdote. * * Chantrey cast aside every extrinsic 
recommendation, and depended entirely on form and 
effect. He took the greatest care that his shadows 
should tell boldly, and in masses. He was cautious 
in introducing them, and always reduced them as 
much as might be compatible with the complete de- 
velopment of the figure. He never introduced a fold 
that could be dispensed with, rarely deviated from 
long lines, and avoided abrupt foldings. His dislike 
to ornament in sculpture was extreme ; in marble he 
thought it intolerable, and reluctantly admitted it in 
bronze, for it was long before he could consent to 
decorate the royal robe of George the Fourth, on the 
bronze statue at Brighton, and he would not have 
done so, if he had not been assured of the good effect 
produced by ornament in the bronze figures at ln- 
spruck."— Ibid. 

" When George the Fourth was sitting to Chan- 
trey, he required the sculptor to give him the idea of 
an equestrian statue to commemorate him, which 
Chantrey accomplished at a succeeding interview by 
placing in the Sovereign's hand a number of small 
equestrian figures drawn carefully on thick paper, and 
resembling in number and material a pack of cards ; 
these sketches pleased the king very much, who 
turned them over and over, expressing his surprise 
that such a variety could bo produced ; and after a 
thousand fluctuations of opinion, sometimes for a 
prancing steed, sometimes for a trotter, then for a 
neighing or starting charger, his Majesty at length 
resolved on a horse standing still, as the most digni- 
fied for a king. Chantrey probably led to this, as he 
was decidedly in favor of the four legs being on the 
ground ; he had a quiet and reasonable manner of 
convincing personsof the propriety of that, which from 
reflection he judged to be preferable. * * When 
he had executed and erected the statue of George the 
Fourth, on the staircase at Windsor, the king good- 
naturedly patted the sculptor on the shoulder, and 
said, ' Chantrey, I have reason to be obliged to you, 
for you have immortalized me ;' and this was said 
with reason, for in defiance of all difficulties attendant 
on the representation of royal robes in sculpture, that 
statue devclopes an appearance dignified and grace- 
ful, without being incumbered by the decoration of 
royal habiliments." — Ibid. 



" Mr. Leslie relates the following anecdote : — 
'Chantrey told me, that on one of his visits to Ox- 
ford, Professor Buckland, now Dean of Westminster, 
said to him, 'If you will come to me, you shall hear 
yourself well abused.' He had borrowed a picture 
of Bishep Hebor from the Hall of New College, to 
make a statue from, and having kept it longer than 
he had promised, tho woman, who showed the Hall, 
was very bitter against him- 'There is no depen- 
dence,' she said, ' to be placed on that Chantrey. 
He is as bad as Sir Thomas Lawrence, who has served 
me just the same; there is not a pin tochoose between 
them.' She pointed to the empty frame, and said, 
' It is many a shilling out of my pocket the picture 
not being there; they make a great fuss about that 

statue ot (mentioning one by Chantrey that had 

lately been sent to one of the colleges ;) but we have 
one by Bacon, which, in my opinion, is twice as good. 
When Chantrey's statue came, I had ours washed. 
I used a dozen pails of water, and 1 am sure I made 
it look a great deal better than his.' He took out a 
five-shilling piece, and putting it into her hand, but 
without letting go, said, ' Look at me, and tell me 
whether 1 look like a very bad man.' — ' Lord, no sir.' 
— 'Well, then, I am that Chantrey you are so angry 
with.' She seemed somewhat disconcerted ; but 
quickly recovering herself, replied, ' And if you are, 
sir, I have said nothing but what is true,' and he re- 
signed the money into her hand." 

" On one occasion, at adinner party, he was placed 
nearly opposite his wife at table, at the time when 
very large and full sleeves were worn, of which Lady 
C. had a very fashionable complement, and the 



sculptor perceived that a gentleman sitting next to 
her was constrained to confine his arms, ana shrink 
into the smallest dimensions, lest he should derange 
the superfluous attire. Chantrey observing this, ad- 
dressed him'thus: ' Pray, sir, do not inconvenience 
yourself from the fear of spoiling those sleeves, for that 
lady is my wife ; those sleeves are mine, and as I have 
paid for them, you are at perfect liberty to risk any 
injury your personal comfort may cause to those pro- 
digies of fashion.' Also, noticing a lady with sleeves 
' curiously cut,' he affected to think the slashed ope- 
nings were from economical motives, and said, 
' What a pity the dressmaker should have spoiled your 
sleeves ! it was hardly worth while to save such a 
little bit of stuff.' 

" A lady, one of his guests at dinner, wore a cameo 
broach of the head of Michael Augelo ; he said to 
her, ' Always wear that broach at my house, for it 
prevents me from growing conceited ;' and he always 
had a flow of lively and good-natured trifles that 
made him agreeable to everybody." — Ibid. 



INMAN-S VISIT TO WORDSWORTH. 

We find the following in a late communication to 
the Literary World, from Professor Henry Reed, of 
Philadelphia: 

When Mr. Inman was in England, in 1844, he 
visited Rydal-Mount, for the purpose of painting a 
portrait of the Poet; and when, after his return to 
America, he described to me tho visit, the admiration 
and pleasure it had given him were finely expressed in 
the earnestness of his language. To those who re- 
member the high conversational powers of that ac- 
complished artist, I need hardly say that it would, 
doubtless, have been difficult for him, and certainly 
impossible for me, to put his spoken words into a 
written form. A request to Mr. Inman that he would 
address me a letter, to be preserved with his portrait 
of Wordsworth, produced the following communica- 
tion: 

13 Murray Street. New York, > 
June 23, 1845. 5 

My Dear Sir — I did not get your obliging letter of 
the 19th instant, until Saturday night, having been 
out of the city, or I should sooner have replied to it. 
I. think the picture of the Poet would now be much 
benefitted by being varnished. My friend Sully, or 
Mr. Lambdin, would either of them, I am sure, with 
pleasure do that office for the painting. 

Mr. Wordsworth's reception of me, and the brief 
professional and social intercourse I enjoyed with him 
and 'his excellent family, furnished me with none but 
the most pleasing recollections. He seemed to be 
much gratified with your request for his portrait ; and 
though his house teems with tokens of regard from his 
countrymen, he evidently had a peculiar value for this 
transatlantic compliment to his genius. On a fine 
morning ([ think it was the 20th of August, 1844,) I 
made my first visit to Rydal-Mount. I found the 
house of the Poet moct delightfully situated— a long, 
low cottage, almost buried among trees and clustering 
vines. It is built upon a small eminence, called Ry- 
dal-Mount, and behind the house the cliffs of Fairfield 
Fell rise in picturesque beauty ; and from its rocky 
ravine issues forth a pleasing waterfall or "Force," 
called Rydal Falls, whose waters precipitate them- 
selves in two sheets a few hundred yards from the 
house. 

Mr. Wordsworth received me with unaffected cour- 
tesy ; and my first close and technical observation of 
him did not fail to note the peculiarly genial smile, 
which lights up a face full of intelligence and good 
nature. 

I took sittings of him nearly every day, and in the 
presence of Mrs. Wordsworth and his daughter and a 
son, (a fine-looking young man, holding some govern- 
ment appointment, i believe, at Carlisle.) 

It was delightful to mark the close and kindly sym- 
pathy that seemed to bind the aged Poet and his wife 
together. They had known each other from the early 
period of infancy, having gone to the same school at 
three years of age. She sat close at his side, when 
the sittings were taken, and the good old man fre- 
quently in the course of a conversation mainly address- 
ed to myself, turned to her with an affectionate inr- 
quiry for her opinion respecting the sentiments he had 
just expressed, and listened with interest to her re- 
plies. I took breakfast with the family and tea like- 
wise : from every member of it my companion (Miss 
Inman,) and myself received every attention. Tho 
Poet accompanied me twice on my sketching excur- 
sions, and pointed out various points of view, which 
seemed favorable as subjects for tho pencil. In walk- 
in^ over his own grounds, he would pause occasionally 
to°invite my attention to some fine old tree, whose 
" verdurous torso" (that was his phrase,) chanced to 
strike his imagination as worthy of remark. He would 
point to its gnarled and tortuous trunk with the same 
gusto with which the statuary might scan a fragment 



from the chisel of Phidias. His gallery of gems were 
all from the hand of nature — the moss-covered rock, 
the shining cascade, the placid lake, or splintered 
mountain-pinnacle, seemed each to constitute for him 
a prideful possession — and well they might, for his 
footstep has, during a long life, pervaded every marked 
point of interest in that picturesque region. 

When the picture was finished, he said all that 
should satisfy my anxious desire for a successful ter- 
mination to my labors. His wife, son, and daughter, 
all declared their approval of my work. He told me 
he had sat twenty-seven times to various artists, and 
that my picture was the best likeness of them all. 

The death of my friend, Mr. Carey, is truly a severe 
blow to the cause of taste and goodness. None can 
more sincerely lament him than myself. Pray excuse 
this irregular and hasty scrawl, and believe me, 
Your obliged and obedient servant, 

H. Inman. 

P. S. The Sonnet you quote is the one I heard as 
breathed from the lips of the venerable Poet, while the 
same quivering sunshine, that first inspired his muse 
with those fine reflections, played in restless lustre 
over his cheeks and temples. H. I. 

Professor Henry Reed, Philadelphia. 

The allusion in the postscript is to a little incident 
which Mr. Inman had mentioned to me in conversa- 
tion. During one of his days at Rydal-Mount, his 
eye (sensitive to delicately beautiful appearances of 
nature,) caught the fine effect of light and shade pro- 
duced by sunshine and the glancing shadows of leaves 
upon the lawn. He remarked it to Mr. Wordsworth, 
who repeated the lines he had composed on the same 
phenomenon. They are the Stanzas — 

This Lawn, a carpet all alive 

Widi shadows flung from leaves — to strive 

In dance, amid a press 
Of sunshine, an apt emblem yields 
Of worldlings revelling in the fields 

Of strenuous idleness ; 

Less quick the stir when tide and breeze 
Encounter, and to narrow seas 

Forbid a moment's rest ; 
The medley le*s when boreal Lights 
Glance to and fro, like aery Sprites 

To feats of arms addrest! 

Yet spite of all this eager strife 
This ceaseless play, the genuine life 

That serves the steadfast, hours. 
Is in the grass beneath, that grows 
Unheeded, and the mute repose 

Of sweetly breathing flowers. 

Mr. Inman indicated the poem by his recollection of 
one phrase which appeared to have impressed itself, 
by its poetic beauty deeply on his fancy: — " A press 
of sunshine" was, he said, an expression which still 
clung to his memory. 

Before quitting this subject, it may be no more than 
due to the memory of the Artist, and certainly grati- 
fies one's esteem of American art, to add what may be 
regarded as the highest testimony of the excellence of 
his work. I am thus tempted to introduce Mrs. 
Wordsworth's opinion, expressed as follows : " I have 
no hesitation," she wrote, " in saying that, in my 
opinion, and. what is of more value, to my feelings, 
Mr. Inman's portrait of my husband is the best like- 
ness that has been taken of him ; * * * at the same 
time I must express the obligation I feel to the painter 
for having produced so faithful a record. To this tes- 
timony I may add that my daughter and her younger 
brother, her elder is abroad and has not seen it, are 
as much satisfied with the portrait of their father as I 
am." 



CORRESPONDENCE OF THE BULLETIN. 

To the Editor of the Art Union Bulhtin. 

London, Oct. 4, 1850. 
Sir, — The collection of paintings left to the 
State by the late Mr. Vernon, has at length met 
with a respectable temporary resting place in 
Marlborough House, and they were accompanied 
to this retreat by all the British pictures be- 
longing to the Nation. Their present abode is 
somewhat better than the prison in -which they 
have hitherto been confined, inasmuch as the 
rooms are of good proportion, and do not look 
as if they were ashamed to be seen; still, as 
they are all lighted from the sides, many of the 
pictures are hardly seen — and, owing to inju- 
dicious hanging, some of the best of them are in 
this predicament. I may instance Turner's 
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Van Tromp (which is hung opposite the light) 
and Newton's exquisite little work, Sterne and 
the Grisette, (Sterne looks as if Leslie had sat 
for it.) I believe of this work, that if it were 
hung next to Mulready's celebrated Buying the 
Wedding Gown, it would make the latter look 
vulgar, so exquisite is its harmony, so delicate 
the character, and delicious the color. I am 
sorry to perceive that two of the Wilkie's in the 
collection — the Blind Fidler and the Village 
Festival — exhibit, in parts, signs of decay — that 
malady of cracks, which seems to be the fate of 
almost all British pictures. 
. The Wilsons seem to have been cleaned, and 
cleaned well ; they are very pure in tone and color , 
and good examples of the painter. I am a great 
admirer of Wilson's broad and grand manner, 
and I know of no skies, except Cuyp's, which are 
so full of luminous quality as Wilson's. 

As a contrast to the clever slick manipulative 
landscape painters of the day, let us examine 
Constable. His trees look as if they were paint- 
ed with thumbs, his distances and skies with a 
trowel, and his foreground with a mop, — the 
grand total being a slobber, — yet, somehow or 
other, one never gets tired of Constable — nay, 
he is recurred to again and again with ever- 
increasing delight. He saw nature with a 
genial, generous eye ; he loved her, and imitated 
her, in a broad and large manner. He is per- 
fectly free from all conventionalism : a most 
original painter — a painter whose reputation, 
great as it is, will go on spreading and increas- 
ing. He has no imitators, because his style 
does not invite imitation — because imitation of 
him would certainly be a burlesque — a greater 
burlesque even than the imitation of Turner. 

Constable has gained largely by the transfer 
of his Cornfield to its present abode, as the light 
suits it better than the gloomy corner in which 
it formerly hung. How sweetly the breeze 
plays over and bends the corn ! How full of 
motion is the sky — how redolent of the sweet 
smell of the wild flowers on the bank — how 
shady the lane — and, then, the boy drinking! 
It's enough to make one in love with total absti- 
nence to look at him. 

Leslie's fine painting of Sancho before the 
Duchess, also appears here with improved looks ; 
but perhaps no one has benefitted so much by 
the change as Maclise, The play in Hamlet. 
Where it before hung, all that could be seen 
was a villainous scowling Hamlet, who looked 
like a cross between Mephistophiles and Caliban, 
a lady in white, supposed to be Ophelia, but evi- 
dently too full of bread and butter ever to break 
her heart for love, and a gentleman behind her, 
with uncomfortable legs, " Horatio ! or I do for- 
get myself." Now you see all the picture, and, 
certainly, apart from these defects, and irre- 
spective of a manner which I dislike, but which 
finds many admirers (not to say imitators) here, 
and would meet with more in France and Ger- 
many, it is a very fine work, much better than 
his later efforts in oil, which seem to have suf- 
fered from his fresco practice. I observe that 
this picture attracts the multitude more than 
any other in the collection ; and it is amusing 
to stop and listen to their artless criticism and 
disquisition — to observe the delighted anxiety 
with which they endeavor to discriminate the 
characters made familiar to them by the stage. 
" There's Polonius," " Yes, and here's Guil- 
denstein," &c, &c. I like to see this, and it is 



no bad proof of a. picture's excellence. A paint- 
ing which is " caviare " to the multitude, and 
appeals only to the informed few, fails relatively 
as a work of Art — that is, the better creation, 
which, whilst it satisfies the intelligence of the 
connoisseur, finds favor in the eye, exercises the 
understanding, and rests in the memory of the 
many. 

It is said that never before have there been 
so many vacancies amongst the members of the 
Eoyal Academy as at present ; five academicians 
are to be chosen, and from the " outer barba- 
rians" an equal number must be selected to swell 
the diminished ranks of the promoted associates. 
In addition to this, there is the delicate task of 
electing a president, vacant by the death of Sir 
Martin Shee. Rumor says that the oifice has 
been offered to Mulready, Leslie, and Eastlake, 
and declined — by the two latter, it is to be pre- 
sumed, upon pecuniary grounds. In the present 
position of the Academy, they require for their 
head a man of tact and knowledge of the world, 
as independent of artistic ability ; and I am in- 
clined to think that the choice will, for this rea- 
son, fall upon some portrait painter, whose 
qualifications in this respect, from his daily 
practice with sitters of all sizes, mental and 
corporeal, must be greatly superior to the man 
who muses away his life in his studio, or looks 
abroad to analyze, rather than conciliate. 

I must confess that I think there is a great 
deal of absurd stuff written at, and still more 
spoken against this Academy. An academy 
cannot manufacture artists, and no great artist 
was ever made by one ; all it can do is to give 
them proper facilities in acquiring the rudi- 
ments of Art, and by its action in its appoint- 
ment and otherwise, aim at improving the tone 
and feeling of a very heterogeneous and irrita- 
ble body. I think that the Academy does both. 
With some few exceptions, exceptions which the 
passions and prejudices of men render inevitable, 
the admissions into its " bosom " — at least dur- 
ing the last ten years or so — have been sound 
and impartial. Amidst a host of strugglers, each 
backed by his clique of fond admirers, there 
must always be complaint ; and as vanity is an 
ingredient not by any means spared in the gene- 
ral composition of an artist, there will always 
be many who like to play the part of the " in- 
jured individual," and console themselves by 
sympathy for exclusion. 

An academy can do little to bias the direction 
of Art that is dependent, I conceive, upon the 
intelligence, or the taste rather, of the commu- 
nity. In that respect a change is gradually tak- 
ing place here, something is gained, something 
also is lost; upon the whole, the school is ad- 
vancing. Even in portraiture, where it is said 
to have lost ground, I am heretic enough to think 
that Grant, when he exerts himself, is better 
than Lawrence, — faint praise, it is true, — but 
where, when, in what country, and at what 
time, were there minature painters who sur- 
passed (I was going to say equalled) Ross and 
Thorburn ? 

It is right, I conceive, that the membership of 
an academy, or of any other body which has in 
its charge the advancement of art or science, 
should be so limited as to present a barrier only 
to be overcome by strenuous exertion — the 
limitation forces or enhances the value of the 
honor. To the philosophical observer the benefit 
may be considered doubtful, but let it be R. A., 



or F. R. S. — a blue riband, or a tomb in West- 
minster Abbey, the same may be said of all the 
" gauds " for which man slaves, and pants, and 
dies. Worthless or not, there is not a man who 
paints in England, and who has youth on his 
side, and a consciousness of strength, who does 
not look forward to the Academy as his goal ; 
it stimulates and excites, there is a great diffi- 
culty to be overcome, which will require years 
of patient toil and slow progress, and it tends to 
render him patient and persevering. It is a poor 
argument, perhaps, but it is an effective one. 

Popularity and usefulness are two very dif- 
ferent things ; this Academy might, perhaps, be 
more useful, although I do not clearly perceive 
how ; but if there were one hundred academicians, 
instead of forty, it would only be popular with 
the hundred, and with the well-dressed people, 
who feel the greatest delight in paying their 
shilling at the door, whilst they ignore the ex- 
istence of any other exhibition. With the thou- 
sand or so gentlemen who paint, and are not R. 
A.'s, and with a very numerous body who have 
no shillings to spare, (he Academy would always 
be unpopular. To these latter, however, the 
National Gallery is open, where they can see a 
much better collection of pictures for nothing. 
I remain your obedient servant, p. 



To Correspondents. — Wc have received a couple of 
Sonnets suggested by two of the pictures in the Gal- 
lery. They are spirited compositions, and full of 
striking ideas. Our correspondent will pardon us, 
however, if wc say that sufficient care has not been 
employed in the metrical construction of the lines, 
and we beg leave to decline them for the present. 



CHRONICLES OF FACTS AND OPINIONS. 

AMERICAN ART AND ARTISTS. 
Monument to Gen. Warren. — The Com- 
mittee of the Bunker Hill Monument Associa- 
tion, to whom was referred the liberal offer of 
Col. Perkins, of §1,000 towards the erection of 
a monument to Gen. Warren, have reported, 
through Gov. Everett, a recommendation to 
place a statue of Gen. Warren in Faneuil Hall, 
and to apply to Congress for an appropriation 
in aid of the object, in fulfilment of the resolve 
of the Continental Congress in 1776. — Literary 
World. * 

Bust of Ethan Allen.— Wc quote the fol- 
lowing from the Vermont Union Whig : — 

" Mr. Kinney has just completed, after a year spent 
upon the study of it, his model of a bust of Ethan Al- 
len. To recover from oblivion the characteristic fea- 
tures of this remarkable man, has been an ardent wish 
and effort of many sculptors for many years ; but it 
has hitherto never been attained by any of them. Mr. 
Kinney has been more fortunate in his researches : and 
he now desires to test the measure of his success by 
the opinion of others, and especially by the recollection 
of such (if any can be found) as beheld the great Ver- 
montcr in his prime. 

" After much inquiry for some safe clue to the cast 
of features possessed by Ethan Allen, Mr. Kinney 
learned that one of the grandsons of the hero had 
been pronounced by his mother (a daughter of Allen) 
to be 'the perfect image of her father.' After some 
further effort, the artist succeeded in obtaining a well- 
attested likeness of this grandson ; upon which like- 
ness, aided by a long course of inquiiy respecting his 
known features and expression, has been based the 
present representation of the features of -Ethan Allen. 
Mr. Kinney proposes to produce from this model a 
number of casts in plaster, which he will offer for pale 
to the admirers of Ethan Allen, at the lowest possible 
prices, in order to enable as many as possible of those 
who would be pleased to possess so worlhy a memento, 
to avail themselves of it. It is proper to add, that the 
bust is designed after the antique style, and is of the 
heroic size, being graduated upon the scale of a statue 
eight feet in height. Mr. Kinney contemplates the 
ultimate completion of tho entire statue in marble." 



